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	1. Chapter 1

A/N: This is my first real experience writing a piece like this. There's time-travel, the Marauders are going to pop up, and it's going to be a bit of an AU. I'm going to keep a lot of canon components but I don't have a concrete plan for this yet- I only have a general direction. Also, I'm going to point this out ahead of time, the Ron and Hermione kiss never happened during the battle, just because that would complicate things for my plot line. The timeline of the story is a bit jumpy and I'll try my best to differentiate between who is who and when is when, but please let me know if you have no idea what is going on. Also keep in mind that I make changes among various chapters as I go, so until I finalize this fic, everything is up for criticism and change. Please review!

Chapter I: A Decision

April 8th, 2000

In the rare moments that Hermione sporadically lost awareness of her current situation, it was the brown eyed, freckled, dreamy face that somehow ended up in the palm of her hands. When she no longer could remember the whirling world that she had been forced into by the laws of time, she thought of the loose red strands of hair mingling where her fingers met her palm and where only a quill or her wand would fit more perfectly. The smell of smoky caramel and the ever-familiar scent of parchment engulfed her, and she leaned back- only to realize that she was only sinking further into the couch that took up half of her flat. She was still in the present on a disappointing and cold April day.

Those were the moments that hurt the most. Sinking far into her past and hoping for oblivion, hoping to be forgotten by the people around her so that she could lose the obligation to live life like a functional human being. Hoping to sink into the world of her thoughts and remain there for the rest of eternity. If she didn't so despise the idea of acting selfishly, she would reminisce about the days before the battle forever in the comfort of the flat, that had a presence in her memories from even before her current, and self-proclaimed, "dark days". But Hermione was rational-she knew she was being unreasonably sad and she knew that she had to move on. They had all lost someone in the war. Everyone had a person that they needed back but couldn't. Everyone had lost a piece of themselves to the war- in a sense, it was a form of sacrifice. The losses were fore the greater good. Those that had died knew what they were getting into. Everyone was stuck in their own memories, but life went on. It had to go on, and that's why the supposedly rational people spelled the memories of their lost piece out of their head. It was easier to function that way, and Hermione could understand their motivation. If she didn't have to face her own painful memories, she would be able to walk down the street without swallowing a shaky sob. If she could just put the wand to her head, and use a modified form of obliviation to charm the memories out of her head, she wouldn't have to wallow in her own guilt. Hermione supposed that this failure to charm herself made her sadistic and irrational, but she couldn't resist. She had built up memories in the current decade and in decades past, and those weren't memories that she was willing to give up for the sake of sanity.

A barn owl tapped on her window, with a small scroll tied up to their leg. Giving them a knut and a treat from the bowl she always kept in hand, Hermione removed the familiar formal parchment from the owl, and they flew off. She was quite sure that this was a repeat of a message that she got weekly, if not more than that, so she began to mentally prepare herself to leave the flat.

_Need you to come to the Ministry as soon as you possibly can. I have a situation that needs to be handled and I'm afraid I am in need of your expertise. Thank you so much for everything you do- I'm afraid you're far too valuable to my office to be sorting papers for the Department of Magical Law Enforcement. Have you considered moving to the Department of Mysteries? Or maybe directly to my own office?_

_Yours truly,_

_Kingsley_

So, she began her daily ritual, allowing herself the guilty pleasure of putting on a pair of his old Quidditch socks underneath her Ministry robes. She washed her face, put up her hair in a knot, and did a couple of beauty charms that Ginny had taught her, and looked at her reflection in the mirror. A small scar lined the curve of her jaw, but it was so faint that it was only visible to those who looked closely, and only felt by those who knew where to touch. Naturally, her hand rested there and grazed the scar that was oddly comforting to her. She grabbed her mug of coffee, finished it in nearly one gulp, and was on her way out of the door of Number 93 Diagon Alley and was on her way to the London Underground.

Very few people knew the path that didn't go through the Leaky Cauldron that lead to muggle London from Diagon Alley, so Hermione was able to get to the tube without attracting too much attention to herself. The tube was nice and easy- a simple reminder of her days before the wizarding world. As escalator took her down to the platform, she reminded herself to restudy modern mechanics, electricity, and twenty first century inventions, considering that she hadn't had much time to keep up with muggle inventions (with the war and all). The trip to the ministry was short, relaxing, and one of the best parts of her day, considering that no one stared at her or begged for her autograph. Once she got off the tube at Westminster station and into the bathroom (which she had never used for regular bathroom purposes), she flushed herself into the Ministry and into the large and familiar auditorium. Thankfully, she had pulled enough strings that the "Magic is Might" structure had been taken down, so she no longer had to face that form of horrendous bigotry.

"Miss Granger, Miss Granger!"

She sighed. She supposed that there wasn't very much she could do to escape her "fanbase".

"I can be reached at the Department of Magical Law Enforcement through simple post, but please do not attempt to send ridiculous letters of inquiry for your daughter's birthday party or anything of the like. My mailbox is charmed to get rid of junk mail and love potions." She harrumphed her way through the crowd and hoped that no one would bother her for the rest of her trip up to the Ministers office. Kingsley held her as a close friend, and that came as no surprise to her, considering their past.

The elevator ride was no better than her experience in the auditorium, but the trip was short and she was able to run onto the Minister's floor pretty quickly without an issue. A small, rushed redhead made eye contact with her as she got off the elevator, and his glasses fell of from the sudden motion that this eye contact had required, revealing the dark bags under his eyes. A paper flew off his desk as he stood up to greet her, walking quickly around the corner of his desk. They began to walk down the central corridor of the floor, flanked by multitudes of desks, all while engaging themselves in conversation.

"Good morning Ms. Granger. Did the Minister update you on the current situation?"

"Percy, you call me Hermione everywhere else that we are- is it really so difficult for you to call me Hermione here?"

"I find simple pleasure in the formal tone taken in the environment of this office, Ms. _Hermione_."

"Well, I suppose that's a reasonable excuse. And no, Kingsley only informed me that he had a situation at hand. Do you know what it is?"

"I have no idea, but I usually am completely aware of the situation, and I am completely taken aback by the fact that you are here yet I am unaware as to why."

The pair stopped in front of the Minister's doors. Hermione looked at the redhead, tilted her face to the side, and then stepped around him and into the office of, arguably, the most powerful wizard in Britain at the time. He sat in his chair, waiting quite obviously for her arrival.

"Kingsley, care to explain why Percy doesn't know what's going on?"

The powerful wizard looked sadly at Percy, and then returned his intense gaze back to Hermione.

"Close the door behind you, Hermione. I'm sure your good friend here will find out about the situation soon enough."

She looked at the man with a confused look- he had never acted so grim before, not even before the war. What was it that he could tell her, but not Percy? Her curiosity got the best of her, so she turned around to shut the door behind her, giving Percy an apologetic look in the process. When she got back to her position in front of the Minister, he sighed and relaxed into his chair.

"I'm afraid we have a time travel mishap that you'd be very deeply interested in, Ms. Granger."

"Well, I always have been interested in the functionality of time, however, I was under the impression that these things were too serious for someone to take care of without the proper training?"

"Well, that would be my standard response, yes. However, I have come into possession of a particular piece of- well, for lack of better term – joke product that has a message inscribed to me in it. The message, inscribed by George Weasley, directs me to pass this on to you. However, he charmed it to show how much time has passed since he left the message, and my most prized analysts have confirmed that he inscribed this message in 1975." He took out a rubber wand, and balanced it gently on his fingertips. "Would it be wrong of me to assume that this object would be of particular interest to you?"

Hermione gasped. It was the most recent prototype of a trick wand that, instead of transforming to a rubber chicken to all users, it transformed to a special object to certain holders. It had been the last prototype that she and George created before he spontaneously left about a week ago. They hadn't had the time to test it or show it to any one else. Realizing that she was holding her breath, Hermione exhaled and leaned forward to grab hold of the wand, gently moving her fingers across the inscription. Kingsley allowed her to take it from his hands, and the moment it was only her touching it, it turned into a parchment.

_Hermione,_

_I've found Fred and I think I've seriously messed up the time continuum. I was blasted back to 1975 after touching an old letter that he left me dated for our birthday of this year. You're here with him and Sirius and Remus and James and Lily, and luckily, no one has seen me yet, but I have to lay low so that I don't mess anything up. I don't know what I'm doing Hermione. You have to get here. I don't want to be stuck here in hiding. This might be our chance to save our Fred. Meet me in the Potions section of the Library- that's the once place that Fred would never find himself in, and there's a nice crevice that I've been able to hide in until the librarian (that's not Madam Pince- I didn't realize that there had ever been another librarian) locks up. _

_George_

She took out the amber and emerald encrusted time turner that she had been holding onto for months, contemplating whether or not to use it. Remembering the exact happenings of the 1975 she had spent with Fred, Hermione gasped and realized why Fred had charmed George back to that year. What Fred hadn't anticipated when he wrote that letter, was that he would be dead. Without giving Kingsley a proper warning, she turned the topaz inside the time turner, and made her decision.


	2. Chapter 2

A/N: Sorry my chapters are so short! It makes it easier for organizational purposes and my slow paced writing, but also, I get to update more often. I changed the dates in this chapter a little after posting it because I realized that a) the first Hogsmeade trip was not the one Harry snuck into but it was on Halloween and b) Sirius Black attacks the Fat Lady on Halloween. Not sure if that reveals anything but I'll make sure I'm more careful in the future. Please review!

Chapter II: The Beginning of the Journey

October 5th, 1993

Hermione twiddled with the time turner that Professor McGonagall had given her earlier that year, and sighed. She had been sitting in the library for hours, researching the various uses of time turners, and the multiple forms of time travel. She was exhausted with the amount of information that seemed vague and subjective, and she slumped deeper into her chair, thinking about all the things she could do with the little golden trinket in her hands. She wanted concrete information on how exactly to travel farther back in time, but each book only skirted around the subject and said that "time travel was a matter of self discovery". Regardless, she would never- _could_ never- betray the trust that Professor McGonagall had in her, no matter how much the idea tempted her. This time turner was meant only for going to classes that conflicted with her own schedule, and that was that. Even though Hermione knew that there was no way that the professor could trace exactly how far back the time turner had gone, the guilt she knew she would have if she went back in time would most likely lead to her death. There was no way she could live with committing such a large act of disrespect.

What Hermione found the most fascinating though, was the fact that many of the books that she read spoke of time travel as if it were destiny. The meager personal recollections of time travel that a couple of the books she had read had all spoke to the fact that they never decided to travel back numerous years until the very moment they began to spin the spools of the time turner. Once they had travelled back in time, they said that everything felt as if it were instinct to them, and they didn't stress as much as they thought they would have to about keeping time the way it was supposed to be. Secretly, Hermione hoped that she would have this experience some day, but of course, hoping to time travel did nothing to help her actually time travel. The most she could manage to do right now was get in a couple extra classes each week, which was exhausting in itself. She continued to twiddle the time turner as she got up to stretch her legs a little bit, and was unaware of the redhead that was turning the corner into the section of the library that she currently occupied. She was too busy staring out of the window at the castle grounds to notice that the lanky redhead had walked over to the book she had left open and began to read it.

"Hey, Hermione. Reading about time-travel, are we? Are you secretly super mega old and from the past? Is that why you remind me so much of a grandma?"

With a gasp and a quick pocketing of her time turner, Hermione turned around and noticed the Weasley twin's presence. She scrambled to her book, slammed it shut, picked it up, and hit him on the arm with quite a bit of force.

"If you are so desperate to know _Fred, _I am researching time travel because I can and I want to and I am not a grandma, thank you very much!" She sat back down with a huff, and then realized that she had never seen a Weasley, with the exception of Percy, come in to the library for any reason except for copying homework. "What are you even doing inside the library?"

The redhead just looked at her and smirked. "Where do you think me and Georgie get all of our brilliant prank ideas, Granger? He always sends me up here to do some research and he gets to g off testing some of our stuff with a couple of first years. I'm here more often than you would like to think."

She should have known that Fred would never have been in here to study for his O. even though he was going to take them in just a couple of months. If she were him right now, she would have already been studying since the summer.

"George is testing stuff on unknowing first years? That's preposterous! I'm within every right to go and tell McGonagall right now."

Fred gave her a goofy grin, but pretended to look taken aback. "What makes you think that'd we'd take unwilling first years? Our volunteers are more than excited to test our amazing new products. But hey, if you're so mad that we're using first years, wanna volunteer to test some of our stuff?"

Hermione almost fell out of her chair and then snorted. She looked back down to her notes to make sure that Fred knew she was busy, even though she really wasn't. "As if I would want to try any of _your _products Fred. Those things are horrible."

Fred frowned a little bit and then sat down on the opposite side of the small corridor enclosed by shelves of books. "Well, I hope you don't mind me sitting here. As it turns out, George and I's next product is going to involve some tricky time stuff and I came to this section to begin my research."

Hermione turned around, her mouth practically hanging to the floor as Fred grabbed a book that she had already read from the shelf and began to legitimately read the book. Hermione felt the way she viewed the older boy change from a dimwitted prankster to a slightly more respectable, and slightly more intelligent, prankster. Out of actual curiosity, she wanted to ask what he and his brother were working on, but she realized that she would be submitting herself to him, which would almost be as bad as condoning his ridiculous behavior. She stuck her nose back into her book and became determined to always know more about time travel than Fred ever would know.

October 27th, 1993

The past couple of weeks after her and Fred's first encounter in the library were strange, to say the least. He wasn't lying about researching time travel- in fact, Fred was often in the library before Hermione was even able to get there. Hermione had to make her way around him in order to grab some books and run off to read them somewhere else, and this made her time at the library all that much harder. At this point, Hermione had discovered some of the time-travel enhancing qualities of certain gems inscribed with runes, and, coincidentally, she found spots on her own time turner where small gems would fit perfectly. This gave her the perfect excuse to finally leave the section of the library dedicated to time travel and move on to the section dedicated to runes and gems. She went off to ask Madam Pince where exactly this section was, and the librarian led her exactly back to where Fred was sitting, leaving Hermione and Fred with a scowl on her pursed lips. The two looked at each other, and Hermione grabbed a book about runes and gems and sat down on a chair that was as far away from Fred as she could get without leaving the rune section of the library. Unfortunately, that wasn't very far. She began to inscribe the runes for "time", "fate", "destiny", and "luck" onto the gems in her pocket.

"Trying to run away from me, Granger?"

Hermione continued to inscribe runes at a quick pace, planning to ignore all of Fred's remarks and get back to her studying. The two sat in silence for a while, and Hermione realized how remarkably calm Fred was as he studied. The Fred of the library was close to the polar opposite of the Fred that threw dungbombs in the hallways. In here, he managed to concentrate and really commit himself to quality research. As she inscribed the runes, she watched as he shook his leg up and down, and chewed on the tip of his quill out of frustration. He ruffled his fingers through his red hair, and Hermione found herself dually impressed by Fred Weasley, yet again. When he turned over to look at her, she diverted her gaze back at her lap, finding herself ashamed of the idea that she could appreciate Fred Weasley.

"Don't you think it's weird that we're always researching the same things? I thought it was weird that you spent so much time on time travel, considering that you already have a time turner anyways."

Hermione gasped and looked at the redhead that had inched his way closer to her corner of the library. She immediately felt guilty for being irresponsible enough that Fred Weasley, of all people, was able to figure out her secret. If he knew, who else knew? Her heart raced and she struggled to remain quiet as she practically hissed through her teeth. "_What? _… how do y-you…"

"Relax, Granger. Only the chain peeps out of the pockets of your robes sometimes. Anyone else might suspect that you have a bracelet or necklace in your pocket, but certainly not a time turner. The only reason that I recognize the chain is because I've been sitting here in the library, researching hundreds of different time turners. Do you understand how powerful your time turner is? It has a gold chain made of spiral loops- goblin made, of course- but with the proper adjustments, your time turner could take back more than one person to over a century in the past."

Hermione already knew that, and the enhancements that he was talking about were exactly the gems and runes that she had just begun to study. But the fact that he knew all this already worried her. "Why do you know all this?"

He shrugged. "I was curious, and something weird compelled me to read these books. Of course, I told George that I was working on a way that we could skip class more easily, maybe make time move faster, but none of my research led me to a way that I could do that. Instead, it led me to that exact time turner that you have in your pocket, and to the runes that I know you're going to inscribe on amber and emerald and place inside of the time turner. Hermione, what's your plan?"

Hermione had to blink her eyes a couple times and pinch herself to make sure that everything was really happening. Her heart was still racing, and her breathing was getting increasingly more shallow. He grabbed her arm, but her mind was racing and she couldn't concentrate on the pressure that he was putting on her bicep- did she really have a plan? She hadn't even thought of the idea that she could have a plan for what she was doing- which made absolutely no rational sense. "Fred… I think that both of us are functioning against our own wills."

He frowned, removing his arm from her side. "That's exactly what I was afraid of. How far have you gotten on inscribing the gems?"

"I… I finished inscribing them the moment you told me that you knew about the time turner."

The pair looked at each other, both realizing that this meant that everything was set for them to travel. All they had to wait for was the right time, and they knew that they would know when and where that time would be.

"You should keep the time turner on you at all times. 'Till next time, Granger." And with a bow, Fred left a rather flabbergasted Hermione in the library, panting and sinking into her chair.


	3. Chapter 3

A/N: I'm trying to write everything so that it more or less adheres with the canon timeline and wouldn't drastically change the outcome of the entire series, so Harry's story and knowledge of things is basically going to be exactly the same as it was in the books. I'm using Shaya Lonnie's amazing timeline and organization to help me write. You can find it on her weebly: .com in her FAQ's. I got a lot of inspiration from _Debt in Time_, but, if you've read this fic already, I want you to know that I'm definitely not writing the same plot. Also, sorry I haven't posted as frequently as I thought I would- school is time consuming, and I have a whole lot of exams around the corner. I also ran my first 5k this weekend! Crazy.

Chapter III: It's Time?

Breakfast, October 29th, 1993

Hermione, of course, was never able to take her mind off of that blasted time-turner, but who could she tell? It was bad enough that Fred knew, and she couldn't let other people in on the secret that McGonagall had entrusted her with. Harry would accidentally let it slip to Ron. Ron would hate her for spending so much time with his brother. Ginny would eternally torment her brother for setting foot inside a library. And her dorm mates… well, she couldn't exactly tell Parvati or Lavender or any of the other girls. They were too busy giggling over who they were going to take to Hogsmeade and the obscene things that they were going to do to them.

Hogsmeade! Hermione slapped her palm on her forehead, realizing that she had completely forgotten. Ron and Harry looked at her over the breakfast that lined the table, and she was going to say something about Hogsmeade until she remembered that Harry couldn't go. She sat there, sputtering a little bit, and both Harry and Ron tilted their heads at her.

"Hermione, you okay?" Harry asked her kindly. She swallowed her words and some of her oatmeal, and calmed down enough to reply. She wasn't about to risk reminding Harry that he couldn't go with them to Hogsmeade.

"Yeah just realized that I didn't return my charms book to the library yesterday, and it's due today; that's all." She muttered. Ron and Harry grinned at her, and went back to discussing the upcoming Gryffindor-Hufflepuff match. Secretly, she was glad that Harry couldn't go to Hogsmeade, what with Sirius Black running out and about. She had learned some high level defensive spells just in case Harry snuck out and ran into him at Hogsmeade, but Hermione was hoping that she wouldn't have to use the spells, considering that she hadn't exactly had ample time to practice them. Theory was all that she had going for her at the moment, but she decided that theory was better than nothing and would have to do. When Hermione had finished with her food, she looked up at the boys, who had long been done their third helpings. "You guys wanna head over to the greenhouses for Herbology?"

Ron looked at her with a pouty face. "We still have like 15 minutes left, Hermioneee."

"And it takes 10 minutes to walk down; I don't wanna risk being late because you were too lazy to stand up, Ronald." Harry laughed and began to grab his bags.

Ron gawped at Harry picking up his bags. "You're just going to give in?! Just like that?!

"We might as well just go, mate. Come on." Hermione smiled at her friend- this was his way of sticking up for her. Ron made a dramatic sigh as he slung his bag over his shoulder and with that, the trio set off in the direction of the greenhouses. Before they were even out of the Great Hall, Hermione made eye contact with another red-headed student that was steadily decreasing the distance that was between them, and immediately averted her gaze to the floor. He cast her a goofy grin, and grabbed Ron under his elbow and gave his little brother a noogie.

"Hey lil Ronniekins, how's it been? Hermione here doing all your homework for ya?"

Ron quickly turned piping hot red, pulled himself out of his brother's chokehold, and looked in a direction opposite to where his two brothers stood, trying very hard to appear mature and confident. "Don't call me that, Fred. Leave me alone."

Fred and George feigned gasping. "Alright Mister. Don't be surprised when you see dungbombs in your bed for that sass." As they began to walk away, Fred slipped a note into the pocket of her robes that contained the time turner. Without acknowledging Fred at all, Hermione began to sprint towards the greenhouses. Leaving Ron and Harry far behind her, looking intensely confused. "Hermione, wait up!" They shouted, but she only slowed her pace slightly. "We're going to be late!" She shouted, completely aware of the fact that they'd be on time to class, regardless of whether or not they ran. Once she knew she was far enough away from them to steal a glance at the note that was left for her, she reached into her pocket for the small piece of crumpled parchment.

_On an exciting day that looms not far ahead, you can find me with the one-eyed witch who cured the itchies in the hallway that's 2 floors above the first; it'll take us below the sugar quills. _

_Forge_

_PS (Don't) _F_(orget the)_ red

She rolled her eyes. Was he inviting her to Hogsmeade with him to get candy? Ridiculous. And meeting near the statue of Gunhilda of Goosemoor on the third floor? Hermione was surprised Fred even knew of the statue, let alone know that it was Gunhilda who cured Dragon pox. All things considered though, she supposed she would have to give Fred some time in her day. Her original plan was to go to Hogsmeade with Ron, but she knew she would have no fun spending the day with him in Hogsmeade at Zonko's. The only reason she was going with Ron was because Ron wouldn't have Harry, but really, all she wanted was to spend time at the legendary bookshop, Tomes and Scrolls. If she went with Fred instead, it would be easier to abandon him and submit to her heart's desire. Now, all she needed was to get Ron to go with someone else so that he wouldn't have to feel lonely.

Hermione looked behind her, and both Harry and Ron were slowly making their way towards her. She was lucky that they weren't the type of people to rush to class, regardless of whether or not she did.

" 'Mione, you didn't have to rush so much; me 'nd Harry are still early and we didn't even run."

"Whatever, Ron." The three took their place at their stations in the greenhouse, and when Professor Sprout began to talk about different varieties of Shrivelfigs, Hermione forgot everything else that had happened that day and was swallowed by the curriculum.

Morning, October 31st, 1993

Hermione hadn't had a spare moment with Ron since she got that letter from Fred. She needed to come up with an excuse about why she couldn't go to Hogsmeade with him so that she could meet Fred on the third floor, and now, she would have to tell him the day of the trip.

Hermione met with Ron and a couple of the other third-year Gryffindors in front of the portrait, and they set off in the direction of the courtyard. Hermione sent an apologetic look to Harry, who sat in front of the fireplace alone, and suggested that he talk to Professor Lupin while they were in Hogsmeade. The portrait shut behind her, and she told Ron to go ahead with Dean and Seamus.

"I'll catch up with you later. I've got to stop in the library for a moment." He gave her one last glance, and then ran to catch up with his dorm mates. Turns out, it would be easier to get rid of Ron than she thought it would be. She set off in the direction of the third floor corridor, and when she arrived at the statue of the one-eyed witch, Hermione found herself alone.

She sighed. Of course Fred would be like any other boy, either abandoning her or arriving extremely late. What could she expec-

Midthought, Hermione found herself being pulled behind the statue and she tumbled down a dark chute, and into the arms of a familiar redhead.


End file.
